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A JOY RIDE. 


THE NERVOUS ONE.— But I understood you had to have a license! 
FAIR AVIATOR.—Oh, yes. The final test is to take up a passenger and do stunts— that’s how I came to ask you, 

















NEW-YORK LIFE INSURANCE CO. 


346 Broadway, New York 
SIXTY-EIGHTH YEAR OF BUSINESS 








TO THE POLICY-HOLDERS : 


Your Directors assume that, when you think of your contract with this Company, 
you never question the Company’s ‘soundness, but that you are deeply interested in its prog- 
ress, and in the efficiency and economy of its management. 


We submit, therefore, the following summary from the transactions of the year: 





During 1912 the Company received in ames , ‘ , , ‘ $85,941,784.05 
In Interest, Rents, etc. . ‘ , , ‘ , , 33,301,582.53 
Total Income  « -* © «© «© © » « «6 « Soe 


INVESTMENTS MADE DURING YEAR 


Real Estate Mortgage Loans (first liens) made in 46 Cities located in 25 


States and Countries (to yield 5.32%) . , $34,916,046.00 
State, County and Municipal Bonds (domestic, including Canada) issued 

by 49 Counties and Municipalities located in 20 States (to yield 4.477) 7,463,101.77 
Domestic Railroad Bonds (to yield 4.567) . . . 3,820,791.17 
Foreign R. R., Gov’t and Municipal Bonds (to yield 4.21 %) , ; ; 8,234,223.13 
Miscellaneous Bonds (to yield 4. 73%) " . ‘ 266,777.50 
Loaned to policy-holders on security of their policies (to yield 5 %) ‘ ' 27,763,909.00 

DURING 1912 THE INSURED OR THEIR BENEFICIARIES RECEIVED FOR 
Death Claims . ‘ ‘ ‘ , ‘ , . ‘ , : ‘ $25,788,714.50 
Matured Endowménts . ‘ é . ‘ , ‘ ‘ , ‘ , 6,167,076.79 
Surrendered Policies ; ‘ . , , , ‘ , ; ‘ ‘ 12,959,576.80 
Dividends . . ; . ‘ ‘ ‘ . : ; ‘ ‘ ‘ , 11,436,686.36 
Annuities . , 1,570,502.77 


Added to the reserve funds for insurances, to meet the standard adopted 
by the Company, in accordance with the law, and to the reserve 
funds for future dividends . . ; ‘ . > . ‘ ‘ $31,019,826.00 


The i increase in the earning power of the Company’s assets during the last seven 
years is equal to 0.29%. Translated into dollars this means an increase in earning power, 


over 1905, of more than TWO MILLION DOLLARS. - 


The increased earning power developed in 1912 is notable. It is represented by 
9/100 of 1%, and, if maintained, will increase the income of the Company in 1913 
by comparison with what it would have been had the earning power remained as at 
the close of 1911, by the sum of . ‘ ; ‘ ‘ ‘ * ‘ ; $647,000 


Of the amount which the law allowed us to spend in 1912 for new pacacete we 


actually spent . 91% 
Of the amount which the law allowed us to spend for “all purposes, we spent 


approximately . , 63% 
Of the amount of new business which the law allowed us to issue in 1912, we issued 100% 


NINETEEN - TWELVE WAS A GOOD YEAR 
If you desire further details, write the Home Office, 346 Broadway, New York. 


January 8, 1913 President. 
























MR. J. PIERPONT MORGAN, THE EMINENT ART COLLECTOR, 
IS WINTERING IN EGYPT. 

















IL.—MR. MORGAN’S ARRIVAL, 























I.—MR. MORGAN’S DEPARTURE, 
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I.—THE BUSINESS ETHICS OF MR. COWERBY. 


oe 1 LIKE honesty and truth-telling just as much as any man that ever lived, Job,” 


Hastings, who had dropped in for an evening’s chat. 


said Mr. Joel Cowerby, proprietor of the Corner Drug-Store, to Deacon Job 
‘* But what I say is, there ’s 
such a thing as carrying them things too far.” 

‘*{ hope nobody round these parts has been overdoing in 


those lines,” responded Deacon Ilastings, with a 












qvizzical smile. 

**No; the feller I have in mind is a stranger. Just 
wait a minute till I put up this prescription, and I ’ll 
tell you about it.”’ 

Mr. Cowerby puttered around with the mortar and 
pestle for a few minutes; then wrapped up a dozen 

powders, placed them in a box, and affixed a label 
thereto. Then he took Deacon Hastings behind 
the back partition, brought out a bottle labeled 


’ and a couple of wine-glasses, 


**Sp. Frum.’ 
and the two men sat down with this sterling 
old remedy between them. 

‘* Tt was about half-past eight last night,” 
began Mr. Cowerby, after pouring out the 
liquid. ‘‘There were several folks in the 
= store, and I was as busy as a bee, when the 

door opened and in comes a man who is an 

entire stranger to me. I knowed he must 

be a drummer or something from his appear- 

ance, and I nodded to him cheerful-like, and 

told him I’d be with him in a minute. But he 

walked over to the counter where I was, and right in front of the men, women, and 
children, says he ‘I want a pint of good whisky.’ 

‘* Now, Job, you know me well enough to know that I run as clean and decent 
a drug-store as you can find in these parts, if I do say it myself. ‘Ihe breath of 
suspicion has never breathed nothing against the character of me or my store, Job; 
and to have that feller traipse in and accost me as though this was a common bar- 
room, it made me mad. But I do as I would like to be done by—which is living 
up to the Golden Rule, Job—and I gave the feller the benefit of the doubt. ‘He’s 
a stranger, and don’t know any better,’ I says to myself, and besides that, I’ve 
got a fambly to support and have to look out for the pennies, so I says: ‘We sell 
liquors only in cases of urgent need or on doctor’s prescription. Please to wait 
till. I fix up these other people.’ 

‘‘I had to get Marm Greenwood a quarter-pound of cinnamon, and put up a 
package of asafedity for George Coombs, and a few other things, but pretty soon 
the customers had been attended to and only this feller and me was left in the store. 

*« Now, then, Mister,’ I says, ‘I’m ready to serve you. WhatcanI do for you?’ 

*«¢T want a pint of whisky,’ he says. 

‘«*T presume you have a doctor’s prescription for it?’ I says. 

***No,’ he says. 

‘I shakes my head. 
Perhaps you ’re sick now with something or other ?’ 

‘***No,’ says he, ‘I’m feeling pretty well, thanks.’ 

‘*‘Now, Job, you know me well enough to know that I would n’t wink, or 
I detest winking. But as far as I could do it without going 


‘I can’t sell it to you, then,’ I says, ‘unless you’re sick. 


anything like that. 
against my principles I let my right eyelid quiver, so to speak, in such a way that 
any man, if he was n’t a born fool, would know what I meant. ‘Then I says: 

‘«*Perhaps, now, you ’ve got dyspepsy ?’ 

***No,’ says the feller, ‘no, I hain’t.’ 

‘‘*Ah, then,’ I says, ‘liver out of kilter? I notice a little jaundice in your 
eyes.’ And I smiled—not knowingly, Job; I hate those knowing leers—but just 
kind of leading him and showing him the way in case he was in pain. 

*** Jaundice?’ sayshe. ‘If you see jaundice in my eye, you see more than I can.’ 

‘By this time I was to the point where I could n’t make out what kind of a 
customer I had to deal with. 
maybe his life—is at stake, so I laughs a little and says: ‘ Neuralagy?’ 


But I never give up where a man’s happiness—and 


‘**No,’ says the stranger, jest as matter-of-fact as you please. 


‘*T begun to lose my temper. ‘Then what in tarnation is the trouble with 


you?’ I says. ‘‘Are you train-sick, home-sick, sick of living, sick of voting the 
y ) g g 


Republican ticket, or what kind of ailment have you got?” 


‘*This fool feller just looked at me as innocent as a babe, and says: ‘ Nothing's 


the matter with me, Mister, excepting that I’m _ thirsty, and [ want to 


irrigate with some of the best whisky I can buy for money. Lemme have a pint.’ 


***Look here,’ I says, ‘I don’t think you 're as innocent as you seem, young 


man. I begin to believe that you're a detective, or something like that, come 


here to get evidence and ruin my reputation. You g'long!’ 


‘*The feller laughed. ‘Detective?’ says he. ‘Nonsense! If I was a detec 


tive I wouldn't ask right out like that, would I? I’d have taken up with your 


suggestion about being sick. No; I'll tell you why I don't adopt them subter- 


fuges. I’ve made a solemn promise never to tell anything but the truth. I’ve 


got along more than three weeks, now, telling the truth and nothing but the truth, 
and I’m going to stick to it. So when you asked me whether I was sick I had 


to say no. I ain’t sick no more than you be! I’m dry. Lemme have a pint, and 


I’ll remember you in my will.’ 


. ** Well, Job, that was a new one on me. _I never heard of no man taking sucha 


rash resolution, excepting when he was a child and would get licked if he didn’t. It 
nearly knocked me silly. But I’m as stubborn as a mule when I want to be. I says. 


‘Young man, if you want to take this attitude about truth-telling you have 
a right to, and I will say it does you credit. But it is likewise going to be the 
means of sending you to bed with that same thirst as you have right now. 
3ecause I can tell you that there’s no license in this here town excepting a 
But I like 


I’ve got a reputation, a 


fourth-class license which I hold, this being the only drug-store. 


your firmness. Only I would say that I’m firm, too 


hard-earned reputation, to sustain. I’d no more think of breaking the rules I’ve 
laid down for myself than going up in an aryplane. So, good-night to you, young 
feller; we’ve both got ideals, and we’d better keep them.’ 

‘*Well, Job, you ought to have seen that young feller’s face as he stood there 
mooning. If you ever saw a thirsty individoval in your life it was that feller 


that would n’t tell a lie. I was real sorry for him, for I've known what it is 


to be without a drink when I’ve been—sick, you might say. Ie stood there a 
He waited a minute, with his hand 
. 


minute, and then started toward the door. 
on the knob, and says: 
We'll stick to our ideals. You’ve got an ideal, and 


You lose your sale and I keep my thirst. 


***Ves, you’re right. 


The Christian martyrs 


I’ve got an ideal. 
suffered for their beliefs. 
He was almost half out the door when the mean- 


We suffer for ours. Good-night!’ 


ing of what he said flashed over me. ‘ Wait a min- 


ute!’ I called tohim. ‘ You say you are suffering 








for your belief. I can see that you are, young 
Inasmuch as the first and primary 


duty of a registered pharmacist is to re- 


man. 


lieve suffering wherever he can, I think 


I can let you have that pint. Got 
a bottle?’ 
‘‘He cheered right up. He 4 
did n’t havea bottle, so I madea little ‘iA 
extraonthat. I filled it up, wrapped (ie 


it, and he went away happy. I tell * 
you, though, Job, I don’t like to he’ 

That 
So I did nothing more than 


circumvented. feller circum- 
vented me. 
right in slamming twenty-five cents onto the 
price of that pint and five cents more for the bottle 
and cork. What do you say, Job?” 

‘*T say Yes,” replied Deacon Hastings. ‘‘ And, 
Joel, it’s made me suffer to hear you tell about this 
Push the bottle over this way a little, 


Freeman Tilden 


‘*7 ain’t sick no more than 


incident. 
will you?” you be! I'm dry.” 


wants to make somebody else feel bad. 











GRAN’DAD’S ANTIDOTE. 


OTHER ’s down with ’pendicitis; 
Pop has got the gout; 
Aunt Kate’s ailment is neuritis 
Near ’s she can make out; 
Sis has indigestion fearful — 
Lives on toast ’n’ tea. 
’Round the house nobody ’s cheerful ° 
*Cept Gran’dad *n’ me. 


Ma just studies every minute Ma has sterilizers workin’ 
Her big doctors’ book— In the food I eat— 

Knows how each new sym‘tom in it Tells me germs ’n’ microbes lurk in 
Makes you feel ’n’ look. Anything that 's sweet ; 

Pop, who’s sure he’s fast declinin’, But | stuff when she ain't lookin’, 
Groans in agony. For it ’s plain to see 

Seems ’most everybody’s whinin’ No one ’preciates real cookin’ 
‘Cept Gran‘dad ’n’ me. *Cept Gran‘dad ’n’ me. 


Gran‘dad eats just what he pleases— 
He's a fiend for pie! 
Laughs at talk about diseases— 
Never hear bim sigh. 
’N’ nearly every day by stealth he 
Fills my pockets. Gee! 
Guess that ’s why nobody ’s healthy 
*Cept Gran’dad ’n’ me! 
Edmund Stover. 


Se 


A PRESENT TO THE PRESENT. 


“a Don’T suppose,” said the weary-looking man, as he stepped deftly 
inside the door, “that you’d be interested in subscribin’ twenty- 
five dollars to the monument fund to perpetuate the memory of Dan’l 
Fifield, one of the Rev’lutionary heroes and patriots?” 
“T certainly should not,” said the housewife sternly, 
“and if that’s your business the sooner you fare 
fu’ther the sooner you'll fare better.” 

“And I ain’t got any idee,” continued the 
wayfarer, with a touch of sadness, “that you’d 
feel called on to contribute fifteen dollars for the 
purpose of keepin’ in repair the home of 
Nathaniel Whibbet, who in 1817 was the first 

white man to translate the Scriptures into the 

Jibawahoot Injun tongue?” 

“I’m not throwing away my money 

like that, and if you’ve come to find out 

gid Vy how I feel about it—why now you know.” 
The intruder smiled Mona Lisaly. 

“« And like as not it’s plumb foolish to 
ethink you’d even consider giving me ten 
dollars to help buy the old school-house 
where in 1834 Benjimin Hutchinson, the 
whaling cap’n and explorer, went to 
school?” 

“Tt’s all foolish!” snapped the good 
woman. “I’ve got plenty of things in the 
present to spend my money for without 

wanderin’ around in the past.” 
“Exactly the way I figgered it,” 
said the weary-looking man, 
‘“‘and that’s just the reason 
why I would n’t even dream 
of coming around and asking 
you for any of them things. 
My business during the 
present P.M. period is collectin’ 
enough by popular subscrip- 
tion to buy me a bed at the 
New Mission Hotel. Can I 
‘trouble you for a nickel?” 

Horatio Winslow, 













































PROVIDENT. 
H ER Pater.— Young man, 





STUNG! 


what prospects have vou? 

Tue Pup (as the weights of the Recoit.— W-why, sir, I’ve got 

cuckoo-clock descend within reach). almost enough cigarette coupons 
—Confound it! Just my luck! After saved up to furnish a flat! 


waiting here six hours to get those . i 
ELF-COMPLACENCY is Optimism 


sausages, the darn things are frozen 
with the muffler cut out. 


so stiff I can’t bite ’em! 








THE JOKE TESTER. 





<n SNORT __, 


HYSTERIC 
BRAKE 














HE accompanying cut will give a fair idea of an 

apparatus for testing jokes. By the use of this ap- 

pliance the comedian or humorous writer will be 
able to gauge the laugh- producing power of his work 
before presenting it to the public. The mechanism is very 
simple, and the following brief description will suffice to 
familiarize the operator with its working parts. 


The model has the general appearance of a human 

head, the ears of which are fitted with receivers. The 
operator stands about twenty feet from the tester and 
reads or delivers a joke. If the joke is of the proper 
quality the humor strikes the highly sensitive discs at the 
base of the receiver, causing them to vibrate with great 
rapidity. These vibrations set in motion a tickler, which 
in turn agitates the snicker film, at the same time liberat- 
ing the chuckle-stop and uncovering the Ha-Ha tank. The 
Ha-Ha increases or decreases in volume according to the 
strength of the joke. On some occasions it will be neces- 
sary to apply the hysteric brake, which closes the receivers 
and stops the tickler, allowing the residue to slowly escape 
through the giggle valve. 


The casing is made of encaustic material and fitted 

with an expanding sump which: absorbs the resilience 
where the borasic envols of the rotunda more than ap- 
proximate the hydfostatic fugo in the pergola. The discs 
in the lower fulcrum, being flanged on the concave side 
are rendered less susceptible to the action of sublimates 
than if simply bezzled at the point of polarity and left 
to corrode in the annex. It will thus be seen that there 
is very little about the machine to get out of order, and 
the device is covered by letters-patent. J. A. Murphy. 
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FOLLOWING |" Is very soothing to be 
A PRECEDENT. assured by expert authority 

that there is no Money Trust ; 
to know that the very supposition of such a thing 
as a Money ‘Trust is absurd. There is no 
Money Trust; but there is—the same expert 
authority is back of the statement—a concen- 
tration of the control of money in the hands of 
a few men; there is a control of commercial 
credit in the same sinewy hands; and there 
exists plenty of good proof that no great under- 
taking can be financed in this country without 
the consent and co-operation of the all-powerful 
persons aforesaid. In other words, we have it 
on the best of authority, the authority of the 
Money ‘Trust itself, that there is no Money 
Trust. Could anything be more definite or 
reassuring? Who knows better than the Money 
Trust whether or not it exists, and if the 
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Money Trust says there is no such thing, 
who in the humbler walks of life dares to raise 
his voice in contradiction? For years the 
Beef Trust has told the American people that 
there is no Beef Trust, and who is better posted 
on the packing industry? Are we? Are you? 
There is no gainsaying such authority. Pressed 
for a frank and open reply, the Coal ‘Trust like- 
wise assures Uncle Sam’s numerous family that 
the Coal Trust does not exist; that it is but a 
creation of yellow journalists and equally yellow 
politicians. The Money Trust is following 
a plain precedent. In denying its own exist- 
ence, and proving it, the Money Trust is but 
doing what the imaginary Beef Trust and the 
fancied Coal Trust have oft done before it. 
Rumors of its power and activity were disquiet- 
ing in the extreme. Soothing indeed is the assur- 
ance that a Money Trust simply could n't be. 
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Issued every Wednesday, - $5.00 per year. 
$2.50 for six months. $1.25 for three mouths, 


Payable in advance, 


iy the midst of life we are MORSE, THE 

in death. Also, in the |NCONSIDERATE. 
midst of death we are in life. 
The physician who examined him a year ago 
still persists in saying that Morse is a dying 
man. Morse himself, with callous indifference 
to the M.D.’s reputation, cheerily asserts that 
he is a live one, and getting livelier every day. 
The doctor sticks to his diagnosis even as stuck 
the boy to the burning deck. 
in his consistency. He asserts that, no matter 
how long Morse may happen to live, the banker 
is dying just the same, and nothing can save 


He is admirabie 


him. He is doomed. Morsk, on the other 
hand, acts successfully on the supposition that 
no man is dead until he dies, and the time-limit 
placed upon him by an expert diagnostician 
seems to worry him not at all. O Death, where 
is thy sting? O Grave, where is thy victory? 





2OYGIACKE NDS ——, 











WHEN HE 
Merely a measure of safety, a precaution 





APPEARS IN WALL STREET. 
against accident, which Puck recommends to Mr. Samuel Untermyer. 
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DON’T BLAME THE MOTORIST FOR ALL THE AUTOMOBILE ACCIDENTS IN 


There are the boys, for instance, who use an asphalt thoroughfare for a ball-ground, and who never 
watch anything but the ball. And there are the little devils who dart out in front of you and dare you 
to run over them. There is the man who makes a “Dutch crossing” in and out of traffic; the chap 





sa 
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DENTS IN CITY STREETS. LOOK AT SOME OF THE THINGS HE IS UP AGAINST: 


f who leaves a trolley-car and comes around behind it; and the absent-minded mortal who looks neither 
up nor down, but steps off the curb intent upon his newspaper. And there are others— yet the motorist 
always gets the blame when anybody is hurt! The reckless pedestrian is as bad as the reckless motorist. 




















AM BERNARD'S! new piece at the Lyric is what we used to call ‘‘a typical Casino 
pe show.’' The book is rather better than the average, and the score a little bit worse. 
Mr. Blossom has evidently used the blue pencil very freely on the French version, and 
it seems as though much of the original fun had escaped. However, Sam Bernard has 
better material to work with than anything he has had for some time. Also there is 
some bully good staging and costuming. ‘The gorgeously attired show-ladies in ‘‘ The 
Rue de la Paix’ scene have it over anything in that line since Anna Held sang “* Sadie” 
at the Casino, backed up by a chorus including Bessie Wynn, Vivian Blackburn, Adelaide 
Orton, Blanche West, and Pearl Selover, down on the program under “ Bathing” Girls, 
“Sadie” Girls, ‘‘ Fencing ’’ Girls, etc. ‘hat wasachorus! Oh, well, ten years from now 
the present Rah-Rah boys will be telling how “ chorus-girls are n't what they used to be.” 
Allof which is somewhat off the track of what I started out to say in praise of the ladies 
in that dressmaking scene. They certainly have all the clothes in the world on parade! 








“All for the Ladies.’ 





As for the principals, to quote one lady who was hurrying away early to catch a train 
to the suburbs: ‘‘ The actors did their parts real well, although some were better than 
others."’ ‘‘Glittering-Gloria-Fascinating-Flora’’ Adele Ritchie is quite as glittering 
and almost as fascinating as ever. She was one of the idols of my early theatre-going 
days when the first-row balcony was my pick of any seat in the house * because you 
could n’t see the paint,’’ and my favorite actress was a draw between Adele Ritchie, 
Della Fox in ‘The Little Host,’’ and the Spooners—Edna May and Cecil—in ten-twenty- 
Miss Ritchie has very poor material in the way of songs to work with in “All 
Her best number is ‘‘The Sunday Dress-Parade,” sung in the prologue 
Mr. Baird has the distinction of being able to 
Otherwise he does well. 


thirty. 
for the Ladies.” 
with Alice Gentle and Stewart Baird. 
make love to the imgenue and count the house at the same time. 
Margery Pearson has a good comedy hit in the vd/e of the forelady of the fitting-room. 
‘There is no mother-in-law joke in the whole libretto. W. E. Hill. 





AN ALLEGORY. 


7 High Cost of Living raged up and down, seeking whom it 

might devour, until the Houses of Congress, their patience being 

at length exhausted, appointed a committee to investi- 
gate and report. 

Whereupon the High Cost of Living 
was profoundly alarmed. “I can 
see my finish!” it lamented. 

But just here Per Diem and 
Mileage put in an appearance. 
“We are with you!” whispered 
these worthies to the High 
Cost of Living, to the latter’s 
no small comfort. 







OUT -OF SFYLE. 


ey attempts of mortal art 
to depict divine perfec- 
tion pleased none of the Gods 
over much, but Venus was par- 
ticularly restive. 

“hope,” exclaimed the mother of 
Love, “that people won’t think I look 
like that Milo thing, with her hips of 
the eleventh century or earlier!” 


HE SENT REGRETS. 


““Brudder Johnson, will you lead 
us in prayer?”’ 

“Ah’s sorry to disappint de Lord 
to-night, parson, but Ah hasa cold on 
mah chest !"’ 


WORSE. 


IGHWAYMAN.—You don’t seem a bit scared. 

H we are a couple of hold-up men? 
BASEBALL MaGnatr.—Yes, but you are really refreshing. 

just come from an interview with a couple of “hold-out” men. 


ought to see ¢ieir demands! 


Don’t you realize that 


I have 
You 


PARALLEL. 


UNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER. — Then you believe the story about the 
S bears eating up the childrcw? 

Lirrte WILtie Broker.— Sure! 
my old man in Wall Street last week? 


Did n’t they do the same thing to 


WHAT ’S THE USE? 


M* BuLLion. —I wish that elder son of mine would get married and 
settle down— but, confound it, the young fellows of to-day don’t 
seem to have any regard for the marriage relation at all. 
FRIEND.—That’s right. By the way, how is the younger son doing ? 
Mr. Buttion.— Rotten! It just cost me $50,000 to have his 
marriage annulled, and I had the toughest job of my life doing it. 


CONTROL. 


HE yeggwoman was confronted by a policeman in plain clothes. 
Painfully plain, to tell the truth. 
“Well, I never!” giggled the yeggwoman, derisively. 
It was a trying moment for the officer, but she held her temper 
admirably, never once resorting to her club. 














EXTRACT FROM ANY OLD NOVEL. 
‘*FLora DrieD HEk TEARs.”’ 
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THE WANDERER. 


“6 HERE ’S old Bill ?”’ 
“ Durned if | kin tell, 
He stuck around awhile, 
But he got a restless spell. 
Says he, ‘1’m gettin’ stale, 
So I’ll jest move on 
Somewheres on the trail, 
Fer I can’t keep still; 
Never could,’ says Bill, 


An’ with that he’s gone! 


SHE ANTICIPATED. 


H, good morning, Mrs. Tennyment! I 
am Miss Meddell from the Charit- 
able Aid Society, and I find your 
name on the list of those upon 
whom I am to call in this district. 
I wanted to ask you a few ques- 
tions in regard to E 
“Mebbe it will save time if I 
answer your questiuns in advance 
of your askin’ of ’em,” said Mrs. 
Tennyment coldly. “We might anticerpate 
a little, as the sayin’ is, by me tellin’ you that 
we ain’t out of coal, an’ my husband don’t 
drink, an’ he gets twelve dollars a week, 
an’ our oldest boy’s four, an’ our girl the 
same, an’ we ain’t buyin’ nothin’ on payments, 
an’ I scalds out my baby’s nursin’-bottle ev’ry 
time after I’ve fed him, an’ I make my own 
bread instid of buyin’ it at the baker’s, an’ I 
don’t rush the growler none myself, an’ I go to 
church when I take a notion to, an’ we does n’t 
buy our coal by the basket, an’ our rent is 
twelve dollars a month, an’ we ain’t none be- 
hind in it, an’ I don’t give my baby coffee nor 
tea. An’ so, ma’am, as I have anticerpated 
your questions an’ answered all of ’em in ad- 
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vance, I'll be askin’ you to be so kind as to excuse 
me, as I have my work to do. Good-day to 
you, an’ look out a little goin’ down the stairs, for 
there’s a sharp turn just where there’s the least 
light. Good-day to you!” M. W. 


LIFE AND DEATH. 


HE treasurer of the bank was dead. Word 
had just been received over the telephone. 
It was shortly after business hours, and as if by 
common consent all of the employees gathered 
together in a little group. 
“T feel as though I had lost a brother,” said 
the assistant-treasurer. 
“T shall never get over it,” added the cashier. 
“It makes me sick,” whispered the paying- 
teller. 
“Tt is very, very terrible,” murmured the 
receiving-teller. 
“T shall think about it all night,” remarked 
the bookkeeper. 
“Tt’s awful—awful!” said the clerks. 
There was a moment’s silence, then 
errand-boy spoke. 
“I wonder who'll get the job?” he chirped. 
Everybody gave an involuntary start. The 
errand-boy had been a mind-reader! 
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IT an is ever quite so mad as a pauper recipient 
things he gets for nothing. 
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So he may be on the land, 
An’ he may be on the sea, 


Fer he had n’t nothin’ planned. 
He jest says, says he: 
‘Now, | may be wrong, 
But I gotta get along 
While the goin’ ’s good 
An’ I’m feelin’ strong. 
I've stood this job 
Jest as long ’s I could!’ 
So on his knob he cocked his hat 
An’ the Lord only knows where old Bill is at!” 
Berton Braley. 


THE SPOON TOLD. 


i ey +> little girls each had received a silver 
spoon as a Christmas gift. 

“‘ Mine had ‘ From your papa’ on the handle,” 
said Georgia. 

“Mine says ‘To my loving daughter,’” 
chimed in Margaret. 

“And mine,” said Mabel proudly, 
‘Hotel Auditorium.’” 


“ says 


NEGLECTED OPPORTUNITY. 


RS. CRABSHAW.— I notice that a pound of 
Swiss cheese seems to go further than a 
pound of any other kind. 
Mr. Crapsuaw.— That’s probably because 
the storekeepers haven't yet hit on a plan to 
weigh in the holes. 


RUSE. 


Apes gotigl: | did Jones give his wife a 
clock that strikes the quarters ? 

Bocker.— It keeps her so confused she 
does n’t know what time he comes home. 


A» things come to him who waits, including 
invitatiuns to his best girl's wedding. 


over a reduétion in the 





THE GUEST OF HONOR. 











HE PRESIDENT.—Oh, Mrs. Ryder! I was 
sure that you would be here! You 
always are/ I tell folks that you are 

one of our most faithful members and I 

was sure that you would be here to-day 

when we have the pleasure of having Mrs. 

Van Slamm as our guest of honor. Mrs. 

Van Slamm, allow me to present Mrs. Ryder, 
one of our most interested members. 

Tue Guest or Honor.—What name? 
Ryder? I thought it sounded like Leider, 
and— glad to meet you, I am sure. | Such 
a nice day for the reception. So many more 
ladies out than I thought there would be. 

I feel very much honored to see so many. 

Quite flattering. 

Mrs. DEGALL (40 usher ).— For heaven's sake, 
tell me who this Mrs. Van Slamm is, so I can think of something 
to say. Who is she and what has she done, and why is she the 
club’s guest of honor? 

‘THe UsHer.— Oh, she writes poetry and essays or stories 
and speaks before clubs. I read a poem of hers once entitled 
“The Mystery ” that I could n’t make head nor tail of. It was 
more obscure than Emerson and Browning at their worst. 

Tue Prestpentr.—Oh, Mrs. De Gall! I knew that we could 
depend on you coming! You are so faithful to all your obliga- 
tions to the club! Mrs. Van Slamm, let me present you to one 
of our most faithftil members, Mrs. De Gall. 

Mrs. DeGatit.—So glad to meet you, Mrs. Van Slamm! I have 
wanted to meet you ever since I read that most charming poem of 
yours, ‘The Mystery.” I quite agree with a member of the club who 
says thatsit reminded her of Browning. Made me think of Emerson, 
too. And your essays! I am sure that our club should feel quite 
flattered at having the honor of entertaining you! I hope we are to 
have the great pleasure of hearing you speak a little later. So glad to 
have met you! I have looked forward to it ever since I knew that you 
were to be our guest of honor! 

Mrs. Tartty (/0 the usher ).—Heavens, what a hat for a woman of 
her age to wear! She must be a genius of some sort, or she wouldn’t 
dress so horribly! A cousin of mine who has heard her speak at her 
club says she is a perfect bore as a speaker. 

THe Presipent.—Oh, Mrs. Tartly! So glad you came! But then 
you never fail us, and every one seems to have come out in compliment 
to our guest of honor. Mrs. Van Slamm, allow me. the privilege of 
presenting Mrs. Tartly, one of our vice-presidents. 

Mrs. ‘TarTLY.—So glad to meet you, Mrs. Van Slamm. I have 
heard so much about you 









RELIGION. 


Mr. BuLiion (thought{ully).—T1 really believe old man Magnate has 


passed me financially. 
His Wirr.— Impossible! What makes you think so? 
Mr. Butiion.—I noticed Reverend Fashion prayed toward him 


instead of toward me this morning! 


double on such days, but I tell her that she counts double every time 
she comes. 

Mrs. Peevy.-—Of course I would have come to-day in any kind of 
weather with you as our guest of honor, Mrs. Van Slamm. We are all 
so glad that the day is so fine, although it looked so threatening this 
morning. But somehow we nearly always do have nice weather on the 
day our club meets. I have remarked about it before. Still, ] am sure 
that we would have had a crowd to-day no matter if it had poured. 

Mrs. Van SLAMM.—Oh, thanks! Somehow I notice that it never 
inakes any difference in the crowd, no matter what the weather is, when 





from a cousin of mine who 
heard you speak, at a club 
to which she belongs, over 
in Westburg. She heard 
you speak there and was 
so pleased that she wanted 
me to be sure and hear 
you. Perhaps you remem- 
ber meeting — Mrs. John 
Deerfield, a very hand- 
some lady? But then, of 
course, you could n’t be ex- 
pected to remember every 
one you meet when you 
meetsomany. We really 
must have a few words 
from you after the recep- 
tion. We shall all be so 
disappointed if we do not. 
THe Presipent.—This 
is Mrs. Peevy, one of our 
officers, who was a charter 
member of the club, and 
rarely misses a meeting, 
and she would have been 
here to-day, rain or shine. 
She is one of our members 
who always feels it to be 
a real duty to come ona 
rainy day. She says that 
she feels that she counts 
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I feel very much pleased. 
Glad to have met you. 
You remind me some of a 
cousin of mine. Sorry we 
can’t have a little talk, but 
there are so many pressing 
forward in the line. 
CHAIRMAN OF RECEP- 
TION COMMITTEE.—I 
don’t believe there is nearly 
enough ice-cream for all 
of this mob, and not half 
who said that they would 
bring cake have done so. 
Some one has to go out 
to the nearest bakeshop! 
About half the members 
have violated the rule limit- 
ing each member to one 
guest. If we hadn’t an- 
nounced ice-cream and 
cake there would n’t have 
been half of those people 
here if the guest of honor 
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I VERY dog has his day, 
but not every dog 


YOU AND ME. knows when he’s got it. 











all work and no play with him. 





oon @ man sets out to win fame and , teins as @ dramatist it is generally 
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THAT POLICE-DOG. 















































“IT can’t stand it no longer. I 
gotta find out what’s doin’.”” 

















“Gee, it's the moon!" 


UNANIMOUS. 


M* J. Pierponr Morcawn says there 
is no Money ‘Trust. 


An absolute denial comes from Mr. 
G. W. Fatchops in answer to the accu- 
sation that Mr. Fatchops “owns” a 
half-dozen United States Senators. “I 
own no one in the United States Senate,” 
said Mr. Fatchops hotly. “If any man in 
the Senate claims that I own him, let 
him stand up and say so.” 


Said Mr. Ephraim Bite, Superintendent 
of the Boys’ Reform School: “The 
charge that brutality is used toward the 
boys is all poppycock. I have a standing 
order to the effect that if any boy in the 
institution has a grievance against me 
he may come to see me about it. So 
far, not a single boy has complained to 
me,” concluded Mr. Bite, absentmindedly 
taking a long black strap from the wall. 





T. Fist, Esq., owner of the celebrated 
Starvem Mills, was greatly pained at the 
report that any man in his employ received 
less than a liberal wage. ‘“ ‘They are all 
paid well—verv well,” said Mr. Fist. 


was dissatisfied with his pay-envelope 
might send me his name. But not a single 
name has been sent in.” 


Mr. Tod (“Wildcat”) Hanks, 
champion rough-and-tumble fighter of 
Posey County, says that he is the hand- 
somest and most popular man in the 
neighborhood, and would like to hear 
by return mail from anyone holding a 
different view. 


Horatio Winslow. 


OVERDID IT. 


fT amie ’s the matter ? 
PUBLISHER.— Matter enough! ‘This 
new publicity man has ruined us! 
Assistant. — I thought you said he 
was the best man we ever had? 
PuBLISHER.— He was till he discovered 
that our edition of the Bible was our 
best-selling book last year. Now he has 





| spread broadcast pictures of the author, 


his wife, photographs of him shooting in 
the Rockies, jabbering with the neigh- 





bors, and feeding his pets, and has even 
arranged a tentative lecture-tour for him. 


FEW CAN. 


ILLIs. — Wonderful memory Bump 
has. 
GILLIs.— Indeed ? 





| good newspaper? 





WiLuis.—Yes. You could go to him 
right now and he could tell you just 
where he put his lawn-mower, flannel 
trousers, and screen-doors. 


DETERIORATION. 


dye Ezra.— Did you see “Ham- 
let” at the opera-house last night? 
UncLe Epen.— Yep, and [| tell you 
that fellow Shakespere is certainly falling 
off. It wasn’t near as good as his “‘ Com- 
edy of Errors” that I saw twenty years 
ago. 





“I told them Tuesday that any man who | 


the | 





ESSENTIALS. 
Bagger y suppose the three “R’s” are 


still the essential foundation for a 
Epitror. — Not on your life. It’s the 
three “S’s” nowadays. 

Cus.—Three “S's”? 
Epiror.—Yep. We've got to have a 
snappy editorial writer, snoopy reporters, 
and a snippy society editress. 


_ marriage introduces her to the | 
washtub, woman has a perfect 
right to call it a labor union. 


You sure can buy 


RINGE ALBERT 


the national joy smoke 


in the toppy 5c 
weather-proof bag 


P. A. not only hits jimmy 
pipe smokers from A to 
Z, but even the packages 
are made to suit every 
taste and desire. 


Prince Albert is sold in 
the toppy 5c cloth bag 
... that’s protected inside and 
outside with weather-proof 
““ paper. Fits into any cor- 
yo mer of any pocket. Or 
you can buy it—just like 
most folks always have— 
in the famous tidy t1o0c 
red tin that lays, easy- 
like, on your hip or in a 
coat pocket. 


Get jimmy pipe joyous via 
P.A.! Know that here’s 
the one pipe smoke that 
can't bite your tongue, be- 
cause the bite’s cut out 
by a patented process. 


Catch this hunch—you buy P. A. anywhere, every- 
where—only go to it, either in a jimmy pipe or rolled 
into a cigarette! Time’s getting away from you! 


tidy 10c tins; hand- 


Toppy Sc bags; 
half-pound humidors. 


some pound an 


R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co, 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 





CALLS IT A MASTERPIECE. 


To the Epivor oF Puck:—In your issue of Dec. 11 is a masterpiece, 


entitled “The Hag and the Fiend in Partnership,” which is as truly pathetic as 
Cato’s remarks in the ruins of Carthage. 


By actual knowledge I cannot vouch 





for the truth this picture is intended to convey, but I think the artist who 
created it and the publisher who placed it before the world have done a 
service in being “A Friend to Man,” as from reading and reports I am con- 
vinced that such conditions do exist in all of our large cities. Surely the 
time is not far distant when the laborer will prove worthy of her hire, and 
not be expected to overcome superhuman obstacles in the fight for a decent 
living, and not be thrown upon society as an object of charity. 

I sincerely hope that this picture will be seen and appreciated by men and 
women who are able and willing to remedy such existing evils. 

Very respectfully, 
Ws. S. Dick. 
MERCHANTS AND MANUFACTURERS’ CLUB, 
GREENSBORO, N. C. 


sa 


Zo the Epiror oF Puck: 
The cartoon on the front page of Puck of December 18 is splendid. I 
have been aching for some time to get the following to Mr. Carnegie: 
“If you have so much money that you really don’t know what to do with it, 
why not send some of it to the people at Homestead; Pa, who helped by their 
toil to accumulate it for you? Doubtless most of them are dead, but their children 
would be glad to receive it.” 
Perhaps you could get it to him. 
Yours very truly, 


MEMPHIS, TENN. Maury Brown. 








FOR A PURE 
TONICAL STIMULANT, FOR CHEER OR COMFORT, STRENGTH : 
AND HEALTH, FOR RECUPERATION AND RESTORATION : 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


1S ABSOLUTE PERFECTION 
GUARANTEED UNDER THE NATIONAL PURE FOOD LAW 





Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 

















THEN He Went. 





“Oh, I don’t know. It is no 
sign just because you don’t go 
soon that you don’t go fast.” — 
Houston Post. 
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Drink P. B. Ale {20een.22 


; , _ that good, pure ale 
gives strength as well as satisfaction to the man who 
rinks it, then drink P. B. Only pure malt and hops go 
into the brew. Eighty-fivetyears experience goes into the 
brewing. A Success recognized and patronized by eve 
lover of good ale. IN BOTTLES OR ON DRAUGHT. 


Brewed at Bunker Hill Breweries, Boston, Mass, 





“Say, Weary, they tell me th’ 
sanitary sharps have banished th’ 
public towel.” 

“Good! Now let ’em knock 
out soap!” — Cleveland Plain 


Dealer. 
SONG POE = Pile ———— 
of dollars a year 


to successful song writers. Send us YOUR WORK to-day, 





















GEN. WINCHESTER.—They’re going WANTED 
to court-martial Trumpeter Jones. 


Cou. Cott.—Whaffor ? 








e —Trvyi “ ith or with ic. Accep ranteed, if avuil- 
G. W.—Trying to plav “Boots and Sith ot ees Ons. gua if avai 
DUGDALE COMPANY, Dept. 20, Washington, D. C. 





Saddles” on a shoe horn. —Chaparral. 





“I hear it called — I 


‘The machine with the human-brain; 
I call itThe machine 


with the SuperHumanBrain:” 
: = Tat EON -— 
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booed 
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Thus spoke the Auditor. 


He was speaking of the 


Remington 


Adding and Subtracting 
rypewWrirte rT 
This machine does something that only the brain, directing the hand, has 


(Wahl Adding Mechanism) 
hitherto been able to do—tnat is, write and add (or subtract) on the same page. 
But this is not all. It does such work more easily, more rapidly, and 
more accurately than the human brain has ever performed similar labor. 
Thus the machine is human in what it does and super-human in the way 
it does it. Illustrated booklet sent on request 


Remington Typewriter Company 
325-331 Broadway. New York 
Branches Everywhere 














“You’d never suspect me of! ation.—Boston Transcript. 
being a speed fiend, would you?” ,———_-_____—. 





THE DESPERATE EGG-VENDOR. 


| The aging of a cocktail is as 
necessary to perfect flavor 
_as the aging of wine or whisky, 


The delicious flavor and aroma of 


Club Cocktails 


is due not alone to the precise 

| blending of the choicest liquors 

| obtainable, but to the fact that 

é they are softened to mellowness 
by aging before bottling. 


WoMAN (counting eggs).—Sixty— 
Sixty-four—Sixty-eight—Seventy-two Manhattan, Martini and other 
| standard blends, bottled, ready 


to serve through cracked ice. 
Refuse Substitutes. 
AT ALL DEALERS. 





—Seventy-six. 








Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. CU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore. Md. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props, 
Hartford New York 








TRULY we have a hard coal situ- 





The Man Who Put the 
EEsinF EET 


Look for This Trade-Mark Pic- 
ture on the Label when buying 


» 
ALLEN’S FOOT=EASE 
Vo _ ae Powder for Ten- eee te sidcagengeaid weigh 

. i Feet. S$ yery- . . " oe 
sre ngs Nehing, Fest, Sold gvery- | «Tune will reform.” What, again ?— 
S. OLMSTED, Le Roy, N. Y. Exchange. 
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THE—PURE FOOD—WHISKEY wun | “ogo 


atte Bee 


OLD 


SUNNY BROOK 


WHISKEY 
tose mene BOTTLED ie BOND —— 


. OF US covtmmme nt wSPECIRS 
NE SUNWY BROOK orsTHLERT CO 


SET URION Counry, Kemer, 08 & 


At some time or another nearly everyone 

gets an attack of the ‘‘blues,’’ everything seems to 
© wrong, and the whole world has a dreary look. 
at is the time when a little Sunny Brook— The 
Pure Food Whiskey—will perform a magical change. 
Its rich, fragrant bouquet and mellow flavor make 
it a delicious beverage—every golden drop pleases 
the senses and soothes the nerves. Best of all, its 


absolute purity and highly developed medicinal properties make 
its use perfectly safe—in fact, highly beneficial. 


Sunny Brook—The Pure Food Whiskey—is Bottled In 
Bond—every bottle bears the Green Government Stamp, so that in 
addition to the unqualified guarantee by the largest distillers of fine whiskey in the 
ow that oopy is agg you have the assurance of the U. § eicmenens 

every drop is , natural, straight whiskey, 

sary a =p is fk, al, straight whiskey, unadulterated, fully matured 
Sa Sottle 














Fair To ALL. 


“Recently,” says a Richmond man, 
“T received an invitation to the mar- 
riage of a young colored couple for- 
merly in my employ. I am quite sure 
that all persons similarly favored were 
left in little doubt as to the attitude of 
the couple. The invitation ran as 
follows: 

“*You are invited to the marriage 
of Mr. Henry Clay Barker and Miss 
Josephine Mortimer Dixon at the 
home of the bride’s mother. All who 
cannot come may send.’” — Zachange. 














Dul 
four— 


Every 
bott’s B 
the very 


'/ 
} 


Wo! 
me all 
over !- 


Gl 
“Its 
50c. 





HER TIME. | 







is ag “It takes my wife three days to go 
to a picnic.” 66 
oF HAS STOOD « How is that?” Hot Today 


THE TEST 
OF ACES 


“She takes a day to get ready, a 


isky, 
day to go, and a day to get over it.” Adal its Goods, 
(> 7 











for United States. 
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— Sacred Heart Review. 

| AND IS STILL Theres nO 
Is THE FINEST “THERE is nothing new under the —- t - i ® 

. CORDIAL EXTANT ies sun,” remarked the man who has a glow of life in 
ecieg penchant for trite quotations. 
juors At first-class Wine Merchants, faz) ed “Huh!” snorted the collector. “I Old 

procers, Hotels, Cafes he cy | 

that a a se ae ieaiiele Mer D4 | guess you never started out to look a 
yne mv New York: N: ay | for antique furniture.” — 7he Faker. Overholt R e | sy 

ess Sole Agents — ° y yeors’” 
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oe” | Our information is that about Keen, warm, vital—cap- 


° | 89.977 men received the first package 
sent by parcels-post.—/ouston Fost. | 
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THE NEW-YORK LIFE’S 68TH 
| The sixty-eighth annual report of the 
| New-York Life Insurance Company em- | x 
| Investments made during the year, the | drives winter from the human « GEORGE, do you know you snore?” 


phasizes the income of the Company, the} 
| increase in earning power of all its invest- H h b d h . 
. face and gives the body the = «boi? 1 am sorry to hear it.” 


ments, the amounts paid policy-holders, 


and the economy with which the Company’s low of health that makes the “So am I.”—Fun. 


business was carried on. It is worth the . PA Ps 7 
reader’s while to glance over the figures— ; 

the items seem i. be ate few to invite a uman heart thrill with the joy HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
thorough inspection. What will interest of living. PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


DupE.—Sixty - seven—Fifty-three— Twenty- | most people will be not so much that the 1786 Restaurants, Cafes, Oyster Houses, Dealers. 1913 92. 34. and 96 Bleecker Rtreet 5 ec heine 


tured from the hot sun 
that vitalized the rye. 


A stimulant of quali- 
ty—a dependable, 
pure rye whiskey 
bottled in bond. 


A. Overholt & Co. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. ¢) 
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—Fifty-two—Ei -ni . . y sKANCH W iOUSK: 2 Beek ) Street. § 
four—Fifty-two—Eighty-nine income was over one hundred and nineteen ©. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. ¥. mummies ee ™ 
— - millions, but that over thirty-three millions 


‘ ies were received from invested funds; that th 
Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- a fri in e oe the 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it ; insures your getting | Tate of income from such funds increased a seeeee iahiiinaiamnaiaiiaia nana 


the very best. COC. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. nine hundredths of one per cent. in 1912, | 


- while during the past seven years the| E u ID EN 
- 4 increase has been twenty-nine hundredths of | U R N E R 4 


one per cent.—which on the present volume 
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of assets means over two million dollars a a 
year. Of new investments exceeding eighty- | sy 
two million dollars, the two items—mort- — 


gages on real estate and loans to policy- 
holders on the security of their policies— 
amount to over sixty-two millions, the 
balatce being in state, county, municipal 
| and railroad and miscellaneous bonds. The 
Armstrong Laws of 1906 established 
maximum rates of expense—both for new 
business by itself, and for total business. 
The report shows the percentages of the 
amounts allowed by law spent by the 
Company in 1912, and the figures are such 
ne as demonstrate the economy with which the 
; n : 2 
. . : airs ‘ 0 
Woman .—Confound it! Now you’ve got | Company’s affairs are managed. In one 
: : ? 2 respect, however, the Company took all the 
me all mixed up and [’il have to commence all ies 
— ime, law allowed—namely, new business. It 
over!—Fliegende Platter. : ; hair 
‘ wrote new insurances to the limit of the law, | 
a and was obliged to carry over many policies | 
GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. for delivery in 1913. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” | 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. | 

















Because they take you over smiling aieaiiiianate 
seas to the lands of sunshine and cheery skies, : po ie. 


known the world over as the “American Medi- 
rena including Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF 


Mexico, Florida, Texas and Santo Domingo. You 


————— Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


bhbbbbhhbhhhhhhhhhhhhhhbebbbhbhhhhhhhhhhtthhiibbbtttt titi iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii iii iill P 


























eat Write us today and let us plan your trip. Address: . , , 
; ee In Colors Size 14x21 inches Price Ten Cents 
a ad rg a lake Alben dg Ton 
ect. mn 
alg tothe best way South,” ee ee an = SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
H From Pier 36, North River, New York. General Offices: 11 Broadway, New York. ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 
© To TEXAS, all _poi : To BAHAMAS (NASSAU) — °  o , 
A Mallory Line Jfanar sd” Packs Ward Line (iAVANa' and SLE OF Al patriotic Americans should have a copy of this life-like 
TaNipa Sky BETRRSBURG. MOBILE. with rail ions to all important interior cities. picture, which has been pronounced by competent 
From Pier 45, North River, New York. General Offices: Pier 14, East River, N.Y. critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the Presi- 
= DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES dent elect. 
BOSTON— 192 Washington Street CHICAGO—444 Com. Nat. Bank Bidg. 
' PHILADELPHIA—701 Chestnut Street NEW YORK—290 Broadway : Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York : 
5 seeececceeeeeccece sonnei 
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